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DUBLIN    DAYS 

FOR    T,  W.  EARP 
I 

THE  BREWER'S  MAN 

HAVE  I  A  WIFE?  Bedam 
I  have! 
But  we  was  badly  mated: 
I  hit  her  a  great  clout  one  night, 
And  now  we're  separated. 

And  mornin's  going  to  my  work 

I  meets  her  on  the  quay: 
'Good  mornin'  to  ye,  ma'am,'  says  I: 

'To  hell  with  ye,'  says  she. 


II 
A    LAMENT 

I  SEEN  her  last  night 
And  nothin'  ailed  her. 
She  was  singin':  and  now 
The  breath  has  failed  her. 

Her  hands  I  held, 
As  cold  as  the  clay: 

Her  warm  lips  I  kissed, 
Agape  and  gray. 

A  round  black  penny 
On  each  eye  socket. 

And  herself 

In  God's  pocket. 


Ill 

AN  OLD  WOMAN    OUTSIDE 
THE  ABBEY  THEATRE 

IN  T H  I  S  Theatre  they  has  plays 
On  us,  and  high-up  people  comes 
And  pays  to  see  things  playin'  here 
They'd  scut  and  run  from  in  the  slums. 


IV 

THE  MAD  MAN 

IT  H I N  K  I'll  do  a  fearful  deed 
Of  wickedness  and  cruelty, 
And  then,  if  Father  Walsh  speaks  truth, 
Jesus  will  weep  a  tear  for  me: 

And  I  will  catch  it  in  my  hat 
Just  here  outside  my  cabin  door, 
And  put  it  on  my  little  field 
Where  nothing  ever  grew  before. 

And  it  will  sprout  s'o  fine  and  brave 
That  lovely  birds  with  yellow  bills 
Will  come  to  pluck  my  crowded  corn 
From  all  the  Seven  Holy  Hills. 
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V 

THE  OLD  MAN  AT  THE  CROSSING 

I  SWEEP  the  street  and  lift  me  hat 
As  persons  come  and  persons  go, 
Me  lady  and  me  gentleman: 
I  lift  me  hat — but  you  don't  know! 

I've  money  by  against  I'm  dead: 
A  hearse  and  mourners  there  will  be! 
And  every  sort  of  walking  man 
Will  stop  to  lift  his  hat  to  me ! 
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VI 

THE  OLD  MAN  ADVISES  HIS  SON 

SHE'S  the  loveliest  girl?  Ay,  maybe — by  moon 
light! 
But  ye'll  do  well  not  to  trust  the  deceivin'  moon. 
I  was  walking  along  the  metals  to  Dalkey  one  night 
When  I  seen  on  the  groun'  a  shiny  two-shillin'  bit. 
When  I  stooped  for  to  grab  it,  what  was  it  only  a  spit. 
Ye'll  do  well  not  to  trust  the  deceivin'  moon. 
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VII 

THE  FORTY-FOOT:   RETROSPECT 

DOCKRELL,  Tallon,  Tagert— then 
Were  the  days  of  mighty  men ! 
Holmes,  M'Guinness,  Fawcett,  Chute, 
An  Eldorado  of  the  brute 
Strength  and  grace  of  naked  man: 
Sure  I  am  that  no  one  can 
Swim  and  dive  the  like  of  them. 

'Club  handicap.  A'  ye  ready,  Jem? ' 
'Get  ready!  Go!' — splash — 'Wan!' — 

splash  splat — 
(Jamesey  M'Conkey's  gone  in  flat!) 
'Two !  Three !  and  several  splashes  more 
And  quite  a  little  crop  at  '  Four !' 

George  Holmes  leaps  in  at  thirty-eight — 
'Jasus,  but  there's  a  goin'  gait!' 
And  Dockrell  starts  the  last  of  all, 
Dockrell,  who  with  his  foaming  crawl, 
Although  there's  men  a  length  ahead, 
Will  win,  or  else  will  finish  dead. 


'  He's  jerked.'  '  Bedam,  he'll  do  it  yet. ' 
'Glory  to  God,  he  has  them  bet! ' 
'Up  Dockrell!'  And  the  old  rocks  ring 
With  praises  of  this  glorious  thing. 

Well,  that's  ten  years  ago  and  more. 

And  I  am  far  from  Kelly  shore 

And  Ring  Rock:  no  one  that  I  love 

Is  left  at  all  in  Sandycove. 

House  sold,  meadow  and  orchard  gone, 

And  garden  too,  to  build  upon. 

Dockrell,  Tallon,  Tagert — where 
Are  the  men  I  worshipped  there? 
Some  still  rub  the  pink  flesh  dry, 
Some  have  laid  their  towels  by. 
Some  go  by  the  Round  Tower  still. 
Some  are  passed  to  Hy  Brasil, 
Where  Fawcett,  he  that  dived  and  died. 
Plunges  in  a  fairer  tide. 
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FROST 

NNATURAL  foliage  pales  the  trees; 

Frost,  in  compassion  of  their  death, 
Has  kissed  them,  and  his  icy  breath 
Proclaims  and  silvers  their  election. 
Death,  wert  thou  beautiful  as  these 
We  scarce  would  pray  for  resurrection. 
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RUFUS    PRAYS 

IN  THE  darkening  church 
Where  but  a  few  had  stayed 
At  the  Litany  Desk 

The  idiot  knelt  and  prayed. 

Rufus,  stunted,  uncouth, 
The  one  son  of  his  mother. 

*Eh,  I'd  sooner  'ave  Rufie,' 
She  said,  'than  many  another: 

''E's  useful  about  the  'ouse, 
And  so  gentle  as  'e  can  be. 

And  'e  gets  up  early  o'  mornin's 
And  makes  me  a  cup  o'  tea.' 

The  formal  evensong 

Had  passed  over  his  head: 

He  sucked  his  thumb,  and  squinted, 
And  dreamed,  instead. 
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Now  while  the  organ  boomed 
To  the  few  who  still  were  there, 

At  the  Litany  Desk 

The  idiot  made  his  prayer: 

*Gawd  bless  Mother, 

'n  make  Rufie  a  good  lad: 

Take  Rufie  to  Heaven 

'n  forgive  him  when  'e's  bad. 

*'N  early  mornin's  in  Heaven 

'e'll  make  mother's  tea, 
'n  a  cup  for  the  Lord  Jesus 

'n  a  cup  for  Thee.' 
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THREE  LITTLE  SONGS 

I 
LOVER'S   SONG 

THE  AIR  is  hot,  the  sun  is  high, 
And  all  his  fierce  and  garish  light 
Beats  on  the  stream,  and  makes  the  road 

A  streak  of  dusky  white. 
Beneath  the  bridge,  where  all  is  cool, 

The  waters  find  relief  from  day; 
And  are  refreshed  in  that  cool  place. 
And  rippling  with  an  added  grace 
Pass  out  upon  their  way. 

The  world  is  hard,  its  eyes  burn  bright, 

And  in  that  hot  and  searching  glare 
The  gentlest  words,  the  loveliest  thoughts. 

Seem  void  of  grace  and  bare. 
But  in  your  mind,  where  all  is  pure, 

And  all  things  wear  a  gentler  hue. 
They  come,  and  are  renewed,  until 
They  are  poured  forth  the  lovelier  still 

For  having  lodged  with  you. 


II 
WASHERWOMAN'S  SONG 

CLOUDS,  clouds,  clouds  in  the  sky. 
The  Heavenly  washing  is  hung  out  to  dry ! 
Billowing,  bellying,  full  in  the  breeze. 
Leaping  and  tugging  as  gay  as  you  please. 
Look,  children,  look  at  'em !  If  they  was  mine, 
I'd  be  in  dread  that  they'd  blow  offthe  line. 
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Ill 
POET'S    SONG 

ALL  the  exquisite  cunning  of  hands, 
All  the  diamond  wit  of  the  wise, 
And  the  magical  words  that  poets  have  dreamed, 
Fade  away  at  a  glance  of  the  eyes. 
And  the  lips  that  Pheidias  moulded  are  cold; 
Better  the  warmth  of  your  lips  and  breath 
Than  the  loves  of  Propertius  given  to  dust. 
Or  Shelley  strewing  the  road  to  death 
With  pure  and  delicate  lilies  of  song. 
O  you  have  dumbed  the  voice  of  the  past! 
How  shall  I  praise  you.?  I  look  upon  you, 
Mine  eyes  are  filled  and  I  hold  you  fast. 
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ZEKE 

GNARLY  and  bentand  deaf 's a  pos' 
Pore  ole  Ezekiel  Purvis 
Goeth  crippin'  slowly  up  the  'ill 
To  the  Commoonion  Survis. 

And  tappy  tappy  up  the  haisle 
Goeth  stick  and  brassy  ferule: 
And  Passen  'ath  to  stoopy  down 
An'  'olley  in  ees  yerole. 
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THE    BIRD    MAN 

FOR  ERIC   DICKINSON 

ID  RE  AD  the  parrots  of  the  summer  sun, 
The  harsh  &  blazing  screams  of  July  noon, 
A  riot  of  jays  and  peacocks  and  macaws. 
There  is  some  presage  of  his  ardours  due 
Even  in  the  pale  flamingoes  of  the  dawn; 
While  golden  pheasants  &  hoopoes  of  the  west 
Burn  fierce  and  proudly  still,  when  he  has  set. 

Better  the  winter  wagtails  of  pied  skies. 
Cold  ospreys  of  the  north,  cormorants  of  squall, 
Brown  wrens  of  rain,  white  silent  owls  of  snow, 
And  bitterns  of  great  clouds  that  in  October 
Sweep  from  the  west  at  evening.  Lovelier  still 
The  night's  black  swans,  the  daws  of  starless  night 
(Daw-like  to  hide  what's  shiny) ,  plovers  and  gulls 
Of  winds  that  cry  on  Autumn  afternoons. 

These  every  one  I  love:  but  above  these 
Rarest  of  all  my  birds,  I  dearly  love 
The  blue  and  silver  herons  of  the  moon. 
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EPITAPHS 


FROM  THE  GREEK  ANTHOLOGY 


B 


ILL  JUPP  lies  'ere,  aged  sixty  year: 

From  Tavistock  'e  came. 
Single  'e  bided,  and  'e  wished 

'Is  father  'd  done  the  same. 


II 
A  POET  WHO  OUTLIVED  HIS  GENIUS 

HE  caught  a  spirit  of  song  within  the  mesh 
Of  his  fine  wit.  For  thrice  ten  years  it  stayed, 
Then  fled,  and  beckoned.  He  in  ageing  flesh 
Some  ten  more  lingered,  and  at  last  obeyed. 
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Ill 
A  BABY 

TWO  days  with  puckered  face  of  pain 
The  second-housemaid's  baby  cried; 
And  on  the  morning  of  the  third 
Unclenched  her  little  hands,  and  died. 

IV 

A  LOVELY  LADY 

FORBEAR,  Sir  Gallant,  pratingloud 
Of  heart  un wounded,  head  unbowed; 
Forbear,  be  humble,  and  draw  near: 
For  had  you  seen  her  who  lies  here, 
You  had  not  boasted  nor  gone  proud. 

V 

OLD  NAT  NEVERSWEAT 

SOME  three  score  years  ol'  Nathan  Blake 
Sat  to  the  'Blue  Boar'  winder; 
Life  gived  'n  baccy  and  a  pipe 
But  kep'  the  flint  and  tinder. 
24 


ENA-MEENA-MINA-MO 

EN  A-meena-mina-mo, 
Catch  a  nigger  by  'is  toe; 
If 'e  'oUevs,  let'n  go. 
O-U-T  spells  out, 
And  out  you  must  go. 
You'mofitO!' 

Children  playing  on  the  green : 
Joe  Treguddick,  deathly  ill, 
Hears  them  very  clearly  still. 

Silently  with  blinking  eyes 

Two  great  sons  have  dragged  his  bed 

To  the  window,  till  he  dies. 

Now  he  is  wandering  in  the  fields 
Where  all  thingslose  their  certain  shape: 
The  cows  in  munching  quiet  lie, 
And  on  the  orange  of  the  sky 
The  trees  stand  out  like  scissored  crape. 
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With  deep  cool  breaths  he  drinks  thenight; 
Then  in  a  sudden  sweat  of  pain 
He  twists  upon  his  bed  again. 

The  children's  voices  die  away 
And  seldom  now  the  footsteps  pass: 
A  hobnailed  tread  upon  the  road 
Falls  sudden  silent  on  the  grass. 

Still  with  throb  and  throb  of  pain, 
He  hears  the  children  at  their  play 
Chanting  insistent  in  his  brain. 

Coughs:  and  with  a  whistling  breath — 
Though  he  knowshowthecountwillfall — 
Turns  to  play  his  game  with  death, 
Turns  to  the  last  game  of  all. 

'Ena-meena-mina-mo, 
Catch  a  nigger  by  's  toe: 
If 'e 'olleys  let'n  go. 
O-U-T  spells  out 
And  out  you  must  go. 
You  'm  of  it,  Joe!' 


A  NURSERY  RHYME 

CAN,  can,  can 
You  make  a  can 
For  us  to  gather  cockles  in, 
Tinker  man? 

Yuss,  yuss,  yuss, 
Blesher  'eart  yuss. 
Which  there's  some  'd  make  it  better, 
But  there's  some  'd  make  it  wuss! 
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CHRISTOPHER  MARLYE 

CHRISTOPHER  MARLYE  damned  his  Go 
In  many  a  blasphemous  mighty  Hne — 
Being  given  to  words  and  wenches  and  wine. 

He  wrote  his  Faustus  and  laughed  to  see 
How  everyone  feared  his  devils  but  he. 

Christopher  Marlye  passed  the  gate 
Eager  to  stalk  on  the  floor  of  Heaven, 
Outface  his  God,  and  affront  the  Seven: 

But  Peter  genially  let  him  in, 
Making  no  mention  of  all  his  sin. 

And  he  got  no  credit  for  all  he  had  done, 
Though  he  grabbed  a  hold  on  the  coat  of  God 
And  bellowed  his  infamies  one  by  one, 
Blasphemy,  lechery,  thought  and  deed  .  . . 

But  nobody  paid  him  the  slightest  heed. 
And  the  devils  &  torments  he  thought  to  brave 
He  left  behind  on  this  side  of  the  grave. 

Heigh  ho!  for  Christopher  Marlye. 
28 


TWO  DALLINGTON  RHYMES 

FOR   DENYS  BUCKLEY 
I 

DALLINGTON   HILL 

MICHAELMAS  night,  Michael- 
mas night, 
And  a  dreamy  hour  and  still. 
The  fir-trees  stand  in  a  ragged  row 
On  the  slope  of  Dallington  Hill. 

Michaelmas  night  and  a  misty  night, 
And  a  cloud  is  across  the  moon, 
And  the  hillside  waiting  stiller  than  sleep 
For  the  thing  that  will  happen  soon. 

Silver  and  clear  the  midnight  chime 
Drops  from  the  soft  church  bell; 
The  fir-trees  suddenly  shiver  and  sway 
And  break  their  year-old  spell. 
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They  climb  the  hill  to  the  churchyard  high, 
And  enter  it  one  by  one, 
And  bow  three  times  to  the  Father  there 
And  bow  three  times  to  the  Son, 

And  three  times  more  to  the  Holy  Ghost, 
Then  mutter  and  sigh  in  prayer. 
The  farmer's  wife  wakes  up  with  a  start 
And  sees  the  hillside  bare. 

***** 

The  fir-trees  stand  in  a  ragged  row, 
Still  as  the  church  they  seem: 
And  the  farmer's  wife  has  looked  again 
And  thinks  she  has  dreamed  a  dream. 
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II 

THE    MAD     WOMAN    OF 
PUNNET'S    TOWN 

A  SWELL  within  her  billowed  skirts 
Like  a  great  ship  with  sails  unfurled, 
The  madwoman  goes  gallantly 
Upon  the  ridges  of  her  world. 

With  eagle  nose  and  wisps  of  gray 
She  strides  upon  the  westward  hills, 

Swings  her  umbrella  joyously 

And  waves  it  to  the  waving  mills. 

Talking  and  chuckling  as  she  goes 
Indifferent  both  to  sun  and  rain, 

With  all  that  merry  company 

The  singing  children  of  her  brain. 
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